the world. He was pathetically grateful to Fersen for this
visit, this risk taken. But he would not hear of another escape,
he would not begin to contemplate it.

"Very closely guarded, you know," was his first objection,
and Marie-Antoinette, watching him, knew that it was but a
mask. "Quite impossible for us to get out."

"I got in/' said Fersen, and cut no inch of ice.

It was some minutes before the mask was lifted, the real
objection revealed. "I promised them I wouldn't escape again,"
said King Louis. "I gave them my word," he said.

There was pathos in his obstinacy. Fersen, studying his
face, saw the trace of enforced idleness; it was many months
since he had felt a horse between his legs or tasted the familiar
pleasures of fresh air and the pursuit of game beneath the
green trees of Meudon. There was a sick! in ess in his features,
an added lethargy upon his slow and honest brain. He, too,
might hope for foreign troops to rescue him, but he would not
move a finger to make them march. He returned to his
grievance against the exiles and against his emigre brothers.
"I can deal with my enemies myself," he quoted from Voltaire,
"but God preserve me from my friends."

The uncharacteristic cynicism seemed doubly inapt. It
jarred against something in his attitude that was not exactly
lethargy, nor even the hesitation to take any decision which
had ruined his Kingship. There was growing in this man,
self-centred, self-doubting, and yet irritatingly immovable, a
certain devious resolve, that one could not but admire. King
Louis, like the King Charles whose portrait hung above him,
seemed to be groping inarticulately towards the conclusion
that one who had failed in Kingship may yet earn the martyr's
crown. "I gave them my Eoyal word," he repeated. ccMy
word as a Christain."

His wife turned to look at her lover, both knowing that he
had come to Paris and risked his life in vain. Fersen must go
back, into exile and despair, with the memory of a rather gross
husband whom one must at the last admire.

He carried few other memories away with him. If any
picture was stamped on his mind, apart from that of dank
underground passages to be threaded and sleepy sentries to